Tragedy Speeches 
Burleſqu d. 


OLLECTED in myſelf, I'll ſtand alone, 
And hurl my Thunder, tho' I ſhake my Throne: 
Like Death, a ſolitary King I'll reign 
O'er ſilent Subjects, and a Deſert Plain; 
E'er brook their Pride, I'll cauſe a genꝰ ral Doom, 
And every Step ſhall be from Tomb to Tomb. | 
Young's Bufiris, 


BURIE5QUE, 
Collected in myſelf I'll rule alone, 
And ſtorm at all that dare approach my Throne; 
A Savage, ſullen, ſurly Sot PI reign, 
And Cudgel all that mutter with my Cane; . 
E'er brook their Pride, my Foot fhall deal their Doom 
And every Kick ſhall be from Bum to Bum, 


When Glory, like the dazzling Eagle, ſtood 
Perch'd on my Beaver on the Granick Flood; 
When Fortune's Self my Standard trembling bere, 
And the pale Fates ſtood trembling on the Shore, 
All the Immortals on the Billows rode, 

And I myſelf appear'd the leading God, 
| Lee's Alexander. 


- BURLESQUE. 
When mad-cap Glory urg'd me on the Flood, 
J fous'd the Perſian Holt in Brine and Mud; 
Dame Fortune trembl'd like a hector'd Whore, 
And ſmock-fac'd Fate ſtood frighted on the Shore ; 
When all the Gods did on the Waves appear, 
And I myſelf the foremoſt Bully there, 


Mm — 


Which pleas'd and free would o'er the Cottage fly, 
Oer flow'ry Lawns to the gay diſtant Sky. 
Farewel to Empire, and farewel to Love; 
By all the God's I will to Wiles remove ; | 
Stretch'd like a Sylvan Swain on Graſs lie down, 
And quite forget I ever wore a Crown. 

Lee's Alexander. 


So Palaces in Proſpect bar the Eye, p 


BURLESQUE. 


To Holbern- H:!l, or to a Hill as high, 

And may a Manſion-Building reach the Sky. 
After the Whores I will no longer rove, 

By all the Gods I'll to the Tavern move; 
Call for the Beſt, pay Ready Money down 
And quite forget I ever ſcor'd a Crown, 


So may Stocks. Market over Newgate fly, | 


To you, great Gods, I make my laſt Appeal, 
Or clear my Virtues, or my Crimes reveal : 
Tf in a Maze of Fate I ſtill have run, 
And backwards trod the Paths I trove to ſhun, 
Impute the Error to your own Decrec, 
My Hands are guilty, but my Heart is free 
| Lee's Oedipus. 


Tranſvers'd on being in Debt. 


To you, great Gods! T make my laſt Appeal, 
Or clear my Ale- ſcores, or my Debts conceal: 
If, preſs'd by Sots and Thirſt, I've idly run, 
And guzzl'd Gallons which I ought to ſhun, 
'The drunken Error is your own Decree, 


My Throat is guilty, but my Heart is free. 


— 


CLEOPATRA in her Barge, a mick Deſcription. 


When on the Cydnus Egypt's lovely Queen, 

Her coſtly Tiſſue and majeſtic Mein, 

On board her pompous Golden Barge was ſeen, 

Rich purple Sails i'th' ſpicy Air were rear'd, 
And filken Braces mov'd the pliant Yard ; 

Bright Silver Oars did ſweep the liquid Way, 

And timely paddled to the Muſick's Play ; 

The ſumptuous Bark *twixt crouded Shores did move, 
And Cleopatra ap'd the Queen of Love : 

Stretch'd out at length the Royal Dame was laid, 

A gay Pavilion o'er the Deck was ſpread ; 

Mock Cupids fan'd her, Nereids ſteer'd, and there 
The Graces ſeem'd attendant on the Fair. 8 

While thus the tempting 655) lay a- float, 

J wonder Jove forbore to board the Boat. | 
But ceaſe, my Muſe, eer yet the Regal Whore, 

In ſtately Grandeur ſteps upon the Shore, he 
With ſtudy'd Airs to meet her Paramour, 

Sure never Stoick e'er ſo dull could prove, 


To read the Tale without the Thrills of Love, 


Might I on Cleopatra's Breaſt be lull'd, * 
Thov'rt welcome, Cæſar, to the trifling World; 
But (out it will) I muſt the Secret Blab, 

I envy Antony the lucious Drab. 


James Dodd: 


